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TWO POEMS 

It ends — as sudden as a blow, 

And here are blessed, blue-lit spaces ! 

The fireflies everywhere 

Like tips of wands are waving in the air, 

And we can see our faces 

Dimly, like faces in a well ; 

So quieted beneath that star 

We have forgotten that there was a spell, 

And kiss, and laugh to find how real we are ! 

And then, as if she heard our laughter, 

And longed to tiptoe after, 

Amazingly alone and still, 

Queenlike upon the hill, 

The moon uprises, darling as of old. 

So we go home, resplendent in her gold, 

Safe in her glory, 

And happy as the ending of a story. 



II. 
GESTURE 

My arms were always quiet, 

Close and never freed, 
I was furled like a banner, 

Enfolded like a seed. 

I thought, when Love shall strike me, 

Each arm will start and spring, 
Unloosen like a petal 

And open like a wing. 

Oh Love — my arms are lifted, 

But not to sway and toss, 
They strain out wide and wounded 

Like arms upon a cross. 

Winifred Welles. 



